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crepancies in it, but that its wisdom survived its faults, as a
great character survives its errors. If I compare phrase with
phrase, he said, I am led astray by the opposition of words,
the words soul and body having such a cloud of meaning
attached to them as darkens their use. Words are elastic
symbols; they yield differently to differing tensions of
thought; and though I may imagine that I can trip Socrates
with a quibble, it is I who fall, not he, for his intention is
plain—that each man ought to cultivate "the habit of the
soul gathering and collecting herself into herself from all
sides out of the body; the dwelling in her own place alone,
as in another life, so also in this as far as she can." That
last phrase, "as far as she can," marks the difference be-
tween Socrates and the mediaeval ascetics: To them the
body was evil; they schooled themselves to hate and destroy
it; and, finding that it was indestructible except by death,
they allowed their hatred of the supposed evil to grow
until it became a corruption of the cherished good. To
Socrates the body, though often evil in its effects, was
not of itself evil; it was evil only in dominance; it was
to be mastered, not destroyed; and the problem of a good
life was that of learning how to subdue the body while it
lived.
That, Lewis thought, is the doctrine of Socrates as
nearly as I can understand it, and he put out his candle
and lay down, believing that he was ready to sleep. But
his mind remained active, slowly approximating philo-
sophic debate to his personal life and relating it to emotions
of which he was scarcely aware. The argument of Socrates
seemed to depend upon two things—first, upon belief in
the immortality of the soul, and, if that were assumed, then
upon a belief that body and soul were opposed to each
other. The first belief is implanted in me, Lewis thought;
I could not if I would, rid myself of it; but I am not per-
suaded that soul and body are in opposition.
Is it not possible, he asked himself as he lay in darkness,
that the body is an instrument of the soul, not merely a
limitation upon it that we must study to outgrow? Is
human love a limitation upon the soul? Socrates seemed

